The Absent One
Tonight I sat before an altar high Brighter than any work of human hands. From faintly glinting censers, swinging low. Thin spiral threads of smoke ascending slow Faded into the vaulted darkness overhead. From some unseen choir, far away, there came Thin voices bearing melodies not Of earth. From these, the sanctuary, the lights, the music faint There came a peace as though some fair hand With tender touch had smoothed my aching brow. And wiped away the cumbering cares of day. The miracle was Thine; through many miles Thy thought. Thy love had reached and brought To me warm consolation to a hungry heart. Ernest R. Moore, Cedar Rapids
